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game leg and all, between a Stockholm that sheltered Sophie
and a Germany where he could still work as Sweden's agent
against the Revolution. It was past bedtime when he had
finished and Sophie herself was still unanswered.

She must stay unanswered to-night. He would scribble a
few lines in his diary and go to bed. He reached down the
book, turned to its half-finished page and clipped his pen in
the ink. One could sometimes keep melancholy at bay by
analysing its causes, writing them down for no eye but one's
own. One could be honest with oneself, if one must still keep
up the masquerade with others.

Sunday. Grey, rainy, very cold, he wrote. / have had a very
foolish letter from De Stael with a useless, meaningless pamphlet
of his wife's. Words; nothing real. Also a letter from Deux-
Fonts about the release of M. D'Esbecfy, who was a prisoner in
France. His story about a plan to give the Queen up to the mob
is horrible. I can't think of it without rage and suffering. The
effect on my mind had to be felt. / sometimes think Pd be happier
if her fate was decided, one way or the other. But then I think
that if I lost her I should lose everything, and find myself alone
in the world. Three royal sovereigns have been my benefactors
and friends: I shall have lost them all, in the space of eighteen
months: I think I shall soon lose my father. I have no one left,
except a woman whom I love and am loved by. But we are very
different in character; she belongs to another man; she cannot
follow me nor I her, for ever. I am left with Sophie and Taube,
and they are all I have to console me. But I can't make up my
mind to get away-from everything and live in Sweden: and I
haven't sufficient money to go on with this unending travelling.
Besides I like quiet. I need rest, some place where I can rest.
Sometimes when I think of that, I feel very sad and afflicted.
We have had no more news of the attempt Ribbe was making, and
that makes me very anxious. I should be easier in mind if I were
sure Danton had got the letter.

It was no good. She was still alive, might still be rescued.
He must not hope for rest. He must go on Corking and
worrying, beginning to be philosophic in his diary, and ending